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TO THE PROFESSORS OF 

MOUNT ST. MARY'S COLLEGE, 

THIS FEBBLB IFFORT TO PRSSKNT A 

^mk €rBgtót( m m Cnglisji Bms, 

IS RESPBCTFULLY DKDICATSD BY THE 

MEMBERS 

OF THE 

GRADUATING CLASS OF 1866. 

Thomas W. Kenny, 
John J. RsaLY, 

WiLLIAM G. SCOTT, 

Joseph f. Cobbigan, 
Patrigk o. Connbll, 
Tbbencb McCaffbbYj 
James O. Rbilly, 

JOSBPH A. LlYEBS, 

Mabtin f. Fallon, 
John A. Wattbbson. 



€\uitim ^epmenteb. 



^GiBTHüS, Usurper ofV the Throne of Mycenae. 
Clytemnkstra, (widow of Agamemnon,) married to ^gia- 

thus. 
Electba, daughter of Agamemuon. 
Obestes, son of Agamemnon^ and riglitful lieir. 
Pyladks, son of Strophius of Phocis, friend of Orestes. 
Ghbtsothemis, daughter of Agamemnon. 
Ghobegis, the leader of the Choral Band of Argive Females. 
TcTTOB, attendant on Orestea. ' 



ELECTRA. 



ScENB. — Mycenae in Argdis, A puUic square injront 
of the royal palace, A temple of Juno near, In 
the hack-ground a grove shaditig the tomh of Aga- 
memnon. 

ORESTES, PTLADES AND TÜTOR. 

Tutor. To-day, Orestes, son of Agamemnon 
Who led our hosts to capture faithless Troy, 
You see before you all you've longed to sce. 
You stand in Argos, — dear old Argos, boy ! 
The hallowed birth-place of the phrenzied lo ! 
This forum is tho wolf-destroying god's, 
That temple, Juno's world-renowned shrine. 
This is Mycenae, rich in hoarded wealth ; — 
Before you, Pelop's palace rich in woe. 
At y onder gate, the day your sire was slain, 
Yonr sister's saving hands entrusted you 
To me, and I have nursed and borne you through 
The risks of growth to manhood, firm in hope 
That you'd avenge in blood my murdered King. 
Orestcs, Pylades, the hour has comc ! 
Brief council now must serve to frame your plans ; 
The dawn is rousing rath the song of birds. 
And starlight pales before the coming day. 
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Before the earliest riser comes abroad, 

The toils must all be set. Now breaks the day, 

That brooks not barren thought, but calls for deeds. 

Orestes. Your goodness and your careful providence 
Are ever watchful. Like the blooded horse 
That challenges to battle, e'en in old age, ^ 
At note of danger, stands on the alert, 
Pricks up his ears and bears him young again ; 
So you, though strickenin years, are prompt in daring, 
Quick in fitting counsel, young in hope. 
Be, therefore, privy to my purposes ; 
Takc note of them, and watch lest my young thought, 
Unskilled to fashion out a grave design, 
May trip and mar the issue of our plans. 
Whcn late I sought the Delphic shrine to learn 
The meed of vengeance sanctioned by the gods, 
ApoUo answered thus ; ** not war nor force, 
But craft alone, can win thee due revenge — 
Thy hand must steal upon thy victim's throat." 
Be, therefore, cautious, and when chance is kind, 
Enter the palace ; note how matters stand, 
And bring me word ; your hoary locks, the years 
You bear, are mask enough. Some feigned news 
Will serve your purpose. Say that Phanoteus 
Of Phocis sent you here, his messenger, 
'To teil the King of young Orestes' death. 
Make oath, if need be, that you saw him perish, 
Hurled from his chariot in the Pythian games. 
Meantime, my friend, as sage Apollo bade, 
Good Pylades and I will prayerful pour 
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The wine of sacrifice on father's grave, 
And offer fresh shorn locks of kindred hair. 
Then will we go tó -where the urn is hid 
And bring it hither, giving out it holds 
The ashes of Orestcs ; cheating men 
With mock solemnity and paltry dust. 
A fabled death I die — this clond once past 
m blaze a baleful star upon my foes. 

[He tums towards the jxdcice.] 

Home of my fathers ! and ye household gods ! 

Welcome the exilc with a kindly welcome ! 
Land of my fathers, smile upon thy lord 
A prosperous greeting ! I am come at last 
To cleanse the blot that blurs and dims thy fame. 

EUctra, \within.'\ Ah me, unhappy me ! 

Tutor» Ha ! heard you that ? 
Methought I heard some slave lamenting near. 

Orestes. It may be poor Electra. Let us stay 
And catch the burden of her dolefiil song. 

IhUor, No ! no ! the mandate of ApoUo claims 
Your first and earliest care. Begin with that 
And victory will crown the afber work. 

[Exeunt Orestes, Pylades and Jhiior.] 

[To the chorus, enters Electra singing,] 
All hallowed light ! Earth shrouding air ! 
To you my griefsi my tears are known ; 
Oft do you find my bosom bare 
And weeping blood, when night is gone, 
The couches of this palace know 
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TIic pangs I feel, the tears I shed 

For a father whom no foreign foe 

Left on a distan t war plain dead ; — 

'Twas his own wife and her paramour, 

(O shame for marriage promise broke ! ) 

That felled at home his prinoely frame 

As woodmen feil the giant oak. 

No tears save mine are shed for thee, 

My father, in thy prime out down, 

So ruthlessly ! — so piteously I 

In the fuU noon of thy renown. 

The nightingale bereft of young, 

Sometimes foregoes its notes of grief; 

My song TH sing as I have sang, 

Forever drowning down relief. 

The stars may shine where golden bars 

Of sunlight spanned the evening sky — 

No change comes o'er my changeless cry. 

My wailing bids the pilgrim pause 

Beside this gate, before this hall; 

I shame not that I am the canse, 

ril teil the tale of blood to all. 

Proserpine ! Thou awful Ourse ! 

Infernal Hermes I Ye that purse 

The avengers of the outraged dead, 

The avengers of the marriage bed, 

Come forth, ye Furies, lend me aid, 

Make gore out-pour with doublé blade ; 

Bring brother home, I cannot countervail 

The weight of wrong that sinks the rival scale. 
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Clioregis, Waste not your life away in fruitless tears ; 
Pray rather that the aveDging blade strike home. 

EUctra. Ah, you that fondly pay me love for love I 
Oh ! let me cool my burning eyes with tears. 

Ghor, V^n tears ! they cannot bring the dead to life ! 
Nay, this excess will bring you to the grave. 

Elec, The wildered bird that wails its Itys lost, 
Will bear me fitting company. Thou too, 
Soul-shattered Niobe, whose ceaseless tears 
FurröW thegranite of thy roek-built tomb, 
Wilt give me solace meet and sympathy. 

CTwr. Not unto you alone come pain and sorrow, 
Though yours are sharper than your kindred bear ; 
For, Iphigenie and Chrysothemis 
Have their own several griefs to harass them. 
And he whose youth a cloud of woe enshrouds 
Gricves in his exile, — yet his welcome home 
Will one day echo through the Argive land, 
When clothed in the glory of his race, 
He comes with Jove to guide and prosper him. 

Bleet. Awaiting him, and longing for him ever, 
Unlóved, unwedded, tearful I abide 
The tardy issue of these lingering woes. 
Little he minds my early care of him — 
The store of gifts I gave his infant soul. 
His very messages have lately grown 
To bitter mockeries. He yearns for home 
He says, and plans return, and never comes. 
The cup he offers to my eager lips 
Yields me but dregs to mock my thirst withal. 
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Chor. Have trust and hope. Abide the will of Jove, 
Who sees and sways the plans and deeds of men ; 
Leave him the care of righting all your wrongs. 
Let not the memory of your injuries 
So rankle as to fester aU your soul : 
'Tis time brings solace and a ripe revenge. 
Your brother dwells in Crisa, land of flocks, 
Beneath the shadow of ApoUo's shrine 
Oracular ; and wisely bides his time, 
As doth the God that rules the realms of Hades. 

Elect, My prime of life has passed in empty hopes : 
To bear up longer is not given to me — 
A life of utter orphanage is hard. 
There's not a friend on earth to fee^ for me ; 
I sculk about my father's royal halls 
Like vilest vagrant clad in beggar's raga. 

Chor, Foul fruits of kindred murder ! — foul the day 
The axe smote fall upon thy father's forehead ! 
'Twas basest lust that set the sword in hand, 
And treachery and craft wcre there to aid it. 
O doubt ! thou shape of dread ! — did God strike here ? 

Elect. O day most worthy of my bitterest hatc ! 
O direful woes of that deceitful feast 
Wherein my father met his cruel death 
6y twain assassins planned and fouUy wrought. 
'Twas foully done ! May Jove the just, the grcat 
Olympic God, soon give them like for like ! 

Chor, Curb this unbridled rage, this headlong wrath , 
So futile in your present weakness^ child. 
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Elect. Tm goaded on by madness, and I see it. 
Oh ! bear with me, my friends, the grief that pains 
The soul doth gift the tongue with bitter words, 
And fret against the voice that seeks to soothe. 

CJior. I bid you, as a mother wise and fond, 
Scatter not thus the seeds of fdture sorrow. 

Elect. The dead must have their due ; I cannot bide 
The thought of leaving father unavenged. 
His bones would trouble them within their grave, 
His soul forsake its sweet Elysian rest. 
The ties of filial love do draw me on 
To cleanse this blot that dims his rcgal shield. 
What daughter, sprung from noble ancestors, 
Would dare do less ? Here even doubt is guilt I 
Each day new wrohgs are added to the old — 
Each day they spring afresh, and flaunt their leaves 
Fall in our faces — not a frost doth nip, 
Nor blight o'ertake their bloom. My mother's decds 
Are gall and wormwood to my bloeding soul. 
^gisthus, father's murderer, sits enstalled 
Upon his viotim's throne, and wears his robes, 
Carries his sceptre, lords it over us ; 
Cheats me of all my rights, and thwarts my will 
In eyerything, withholds or grants, forsooth, 
His upstart favors. Nay, the godless wretch 
In impious daring pours the votive wine 
Unto our household gods, on the same hearth 
Whereon he spitt my father's stainless blood. 
And, oh the pang that pierces to the core ! 
My father's murderer kills my mother's honor ! 
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Ah woold that with this sweetest name of mother, 
I could aalute some other ears than liers. 
Would that Orestes came with sword as sharp 
As is the angoish that doth pierce my soul. 
Snch is my state. 'Tis plain it gives no plaoe 
To cautious forethought. When such cvils prcss, 
And crowd npon ns, rashness is not strange*. 

Chor, Pray, can -^gisthus over-hear our words ? 

Elect, This liberty of mine to speak with you 
Proyes him away. He joins the chase to-day. 

Chjor. What news from brother! Is he comiog 
home? 

EUct, His coming lies in promises to come. 

Chor. Before great deeds men pause and weigh 
results. 

Elect. I paused not, wavercd not, in saving him. 

Chor. Trust in his noble heart and genereus hand. 

Elect. This hope still lives — in this alone I live. 

Chor. Let silence keep your lips . Here comes Chry- 
sothemis, 
Bearing peace-offerings for her father's tomb, 
Such as our funeral customs give the dead. 

[Enter Chryiothemis with a hasket offruits andJhiocrSf 

toine, dkc] 

Chry. Why, sister, stand you at the vestibule, 
Hurting with shrieks the ears of all that j)as8 ? 
I too am grieved and hate the royal pair — 
Werc daring prudence, they should know my mind. 
Ships caught in tcmpests run with lowercd sail ; 
I pray you, sister, foUow their example. 
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To keep ones freedom at a tyrant's court 
We need to play the courtier thoroughly. 

EUct. Alas, I am ashamed to see you thus 
Kegardiog mother and for'getting father. 
You copy her — ^I see her prompting here. 
Seek not to win the praise of prudence, sister, 
By black ingratitude and cowardice. 
'Tis vain, I fear, to sue to you for aid ; — 
My plans you will not even countenance, 
But are a stumbling block to trip my purpose^ 
Thus adding self-wrought shame to forced disgraoe. 
They hear my sharp reproaches, yet I live — 
A wretched life, but serving all my noeds. 
I vex my foes, and thus due pleasuro give 
Unto the dead, if shades have sense of joy ; 
While you, good hater, hating them in words, 
Are linked in deeds with father's murderers. 
I would not bate one tittle of my scorn, 
Or curb the sharp reyilings of my tonguc, 
Were all the wages of your baseness mine. 
For sycophants be spread the ample board — 
This be my food to please my Mher still. 
I covet not such honors, nor would you 
Were wisdom yours. You might be justly styled 
The worthy daughter of a noble father, 
And not the baseborn copy of your mother. 

ChoT. In heaven's name speak not in angry strife : — 
From either's words much profit may be drawn. 

Chry, Nay but Fm used to bear her angry words ! 
Yet, had I never given her cause of speech, 
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Wero I not forced to teil her grievous news, 
To wam her kindly that above her hangs 
A threatening harm, that should deter her from 
Sach reckless ntterances of reproach. 

Elect. Teil me the new misfortune that awaits me ; 
If worse than this I bear, I'm mute forever. 

Chry, My knowledge you shall know. Your foes 
design 
To lodge you prisoner in a sunless cave, 
And let yon chant yoar dismal vespers thero, 
Unless you set some limit to these wailings 
That pester peacefïil ears with tales of murder — 
Wisdom may serve you to some purposc here. 

Ulect. Is this their plan ? 

C%ry. ^gisthos framed it so. 

Elect. God speed him home ! 

Chry. Invoke not curses thas ! 

Elect. My eyes will soon be rid of oursed sights. 

Chry. Has all your love of life forsaken you ? 

Elect. My life, forsooth, is well worth clinging to ! 

Chry. Prudence would make it so, were prudenoc 
yours. 

Elect. YoUfteach me treason to the honored dead. 

Chry. Not treason, sister, but to yield to power. 

Elect. In saying this you speak no thought of mine ' 

Chry. 'Twere foolish surely thus to die through foUy . 

Elect. If death doth bring revenge, then welcome 
death. 

Chry. So then I needs must tread my path alone. 

Elect. Whero leads your path? Wbat grave ro- 
ceives these gifts 7 
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Chry. My mother sends these cleansing draughts 
of wine. 

Elect, What ! Unto him whoso life she hated so ? 

Chry, To him she slew — ^I can divinc your thought. 

Meet. What friend so wrought upon her with his 
words? 

Chry. Some vision of the night — no friend, I ween. 

EUct, Gods of my fathers I you may yet be kind. 

Chry. How doth her fear light up your waning hope ? 

EUct. Knew I the vision I might answer you. 

Chry, Little I know of it. 

EUct. Well, teil me that. 
Trifles ere now have made and unmadc kings. 

Chry. Thus runs the current of her warning dream : 
She saw her husband in his home again^ 
Taking the sceptre that he used to wield^ 
The which iËgisthus in his stead now sways ; 
In the earth he set it, from it grew a tree 
That over-shadowed all the land of Greece. 
So far Tve heard her teil the rising sun ; 
Beyond this nothing's known. These offerings 
Are fruits and tell-tale proofs of her affright. 
Now, by our father's gods, I pray you yield 
To my advice and shun the threatened blow. 

Elect. Dear sister, do not stain your father's tomb 
With such vile gifts. Is this your filial love, 
To carry wreathes, and guilt redeeming gifts, 
Prepared by hands imbrued in kindred blood ? 
Be rid of them. Aye, cast them to the winds, 
Or bory them in the dust. Away with them ! 



^. 
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See that a single shred shall never soil 

Your father's tomb. Nay, rather, let them staj 

And grace her corpse when dead. What boldness ihis ! 

What impioas hardihood, to dare to ponr 

Libations on the grave of him she slew ! 

Think jou her victim can be soothed thus ? 

Think you such offerings wash away her guilt? 

Kesign this froitless mission. Join with me 

In offering at his tomb unsullied gifte 

With stainless hands. Praj that Orestes come, . , 

Ere long, to aid us with his youthful arm, 

And trample under foot his hanghty foes. 

[She clips a ringlet of hair, and, together with her gir- 
dle, gives it to Chrysothemis.] 

Now, sister, hasten to perform the rites 
That profit us and please our father well. 

Choregis. Thy sister speaks as filial love doth prompt. 
And thou, dear girl, if wise, wilt yield to her. 

Chry, And when my hand is set to work, my fricnds, 
Be silcnt as the grave — betray me not. 
If mother hear I have not done her task, 
The risk I run will prove a fearful one. 

\Exit Chrysothemis hearing Electrcüs offerings to tlie 

tomb,'] 

Cho. Unless all augury be mere deceit, 
Or I bereft of reason's guiding light, 
Justioe ere long öur eager eyes will greet, 
Bome up on either hand by might and right. 
My trust, my daughter, centers in a dream, 
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That heayenly Tfacmis will not tarrj loDg. 

E'en DOW, methinks I see her axes gleam 

With whetted edge, to avenge thy lEather's wrong. 

The Furies swifb, sure working, have come with brazen 

tread, 
Close by in ambush lurking they wait to avenge the dead. 
Oor Queen hath celebrated a lawless nuptial day, 
In blood her garments bathed — her love hath fallen away . 
Snch guilty doings scanning, I see each sign portends 
Disaster to the pbtnnor and to him who aids her ends. 
If this darkness haunting vision bode not retribntion due, 
All our dreams are mere delosions — all oor oracles 

untrue. 

[Enter Clj/temnestra. — Clytemnestra to Electra.] 

Once more, I see, you're rambling out of doors. 
^gisthus is away, the only curb 
' That checks your habit of disgracing us 
By straying thus from home, and telling all, 
How I, forsooth, do make a slave of you. 
Insult you, treat you to my hanghty words. 
Well, though I often speak you harsh and rude, 
\1 do but give you back harsh words for harsh. 
You're always babbling of your faiher's death, 
And how he perished by my bloody hands ! 
By mine, I grant you. Why disclaim the deed ! 
'T was I, by justice armed, that took him off, 
While folly kept your hand from helping me. 
This fathcr, whom you mourn so, was the man 
Of all the Greeks found hard enough of heart 
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To slay your sister, on Diana's altar — 
Whose birth was joy to him but pain to me. 
He did it for the weal of Greece, you'll say. 
What right had Greece to slay a child of mine ? 
If for his brother Menelaus' good, 
He too, had ohildren who might give their life 
For those who gave it them — theirs was the cause. 
My heart approves my deed. Go now and play 
The carping censor of your neighbor's acts. 

Elect. Yoa cannot say 'twas I that set this theme. 
Yet if it please you, Til the truer cause 
Of father's death — of sister's fate disclose. 

Cly, If truth were always in your words, my child, 
rd find less pain in listening. — Speak — I'll hear. 

Elect Well then, I argue thus : You killed my sire, 
You grant ; what worse confession could you make ? 
Pray, was the deed a just one ? Not at all. 
The tongue of him you live with drew you off. 
Go ask the huntress maid, Diana chaste» 
Wherefore she kapt the fleet becalmed in port — 
Nay, hold ! FU teil you. — 'Tis not meet that you 
Should dare to question her, the virgin queen. 
It chanced that father, hunting in her grove, 
Put up, and killed a dappled deer of hers. 
And killing, boasted of the daring act. 
The daughter of Latona, in her wrath, 
Held fast the Grecian ships. And Chalcas told 
The august ^rgin's will. His child must die. 
Must give her blood in lieu of Diana's deer — 
The Greeks could never else see Troy nor home. 
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So, with a heavy heart, he slew his daughter, 
Not for his own or Menelaus' sake. 
Even granting that the faalt was all his own, 
What law entiÜed jou to murder him ? 
See to it, lest by laying down such laws, 
You hoard up fbr yoorself remorse and grief. 
For, if we kill the slayer for the sl^, 
You, then, in sooth, by rights woold die the first. 
So cease to plead such vain excuses, mother. 
Teil me the rather why these deeds of shamo 
Are done by you. Why are you wife to this 
Blood-guilty wretch, with whom you slew my sire ? 
Why nurse his childron, casting from your love 
Your own good offspring^ bom in holy wedlock ? 
Such deeds win no approval, though you plead 
You take requital for a daughter's blood. 
Why even thus, your acts are foully lïflrong ; 
For a daughter's s&ke we hardly wed with fiends. 
'Tis vain I know to counsel you, who give 
Your tongue iree scope in scoffs and foul abusc ; 
Then call me base reviler of my mother. 
In truth, I hold you hardly more my mother 
Than step-dame tyrant thrust into our home. 
Orestes too, who scarce escaped with life, 
Drags out, away from home, his weary days. 
You say I nursed and rescued him, to be 
The fierce avengcr of your deeds. Alas ! 
Would it were true ! Indeed, had I the power, 
I would not lack the wiU to use it thus. 
Ch) forth and herald me to high and low. 
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A lond-tongued harlot, lost io ever j shame ; 
Though, were I given to shameless deeds, you well 
Might love so fair a copy of yourself. 

Cly. Sach insults to her mother ! Mark you, frieuds, 
How prompt she is for any deed of shame. 

ElecL Aye, shameful deeds, and shame I feel at 
them, 
Thoügh seeming not to feel; full well I know 
Sach conduct ill befits my maiden years. 
Alas ! yoar hateful crimes enforce it on me, 
For you have taught me baseness by example. 

Cly, Forsooth, my deeds evoke this soorn of yours. 

Elect, Yile deeds find tongues to set their foulness 
forth. 

Cly» By chaste Diana, this effrontery 
Will be chastised when ^gisthus comes. 

Elect. Mark tie, I had your leave to speak my 
mind. 

Cly. Well, let me offer up my sacrifice 
In peace and silence^ now that all b said. 

EUct. You havo my leave, proceed. Blame not 
my lips ; 
Henceforth they're mute as his within the tomb. 

Cly. Take up, my child, these several offerings 
Of votive fruits with which I pray the god 
To free me from the terrors that I feel. 
O Guardian Phoebus, hear my voiceless prayer — 
'Tis hardly meet to speak while she is by, \And€.'\ 
Lest, in the babbling malice of her tongue, y' 

She spread an idle tale throughout the town. 
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The many dubieus dreams that haunt znj sleep, [Aloud.] 
If lucky-omened, bring them all to pass ; 
If luckless, let them light upon my foes — 
And wam me, if by fraudful plan or force, 
Men seek to strip me of my regal state. 
Thus taught and shielded by Thee, I may live 
A life of peace, and sway the Atriddd's realm. 
Bless me with children, who shall never cause 
Me grief or dire misgivings. O Lycaen King, 
So much I ask in vocal prayer — the rest 
Thou knowest, for the sons of Jove know all. 

Enter Orestes and Tutor, 

TuJtor. Ladies, a stranger begs your friendly voice, 
To guide him to the palace of the King. 

Ch, You've hit the verymark you aimedat, friend. 

Tiitor, This, doubtless, then, is famed ^gisthus' 
Queen. 
Her air sits like a royal robe upon her. 

Ck, You stand in presence of Mycenae's Queen. 

Tutor. Hail, Argive Queen! With gladdening 
news Tm come. 
And friendly gr%Btings for thee and the King. 

Cly. Welcome all words of happy omen ! Speak. 

TuUyr, Good Phanoteus of Phocis sends the news. 

Cly, And coming from a friend, 'tis doubtless good. 

Jkiim. My tale.is brief, — Orestes is no more ! 

Elect. Ah woe is me ! This is my day of death ! 

Cly. Heed not, my friend, this raving girl. Say on. 

TSdor, Thy bidding and my errand nicely matoh. 
The son of Agamemnon came to join 
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The Pythiaa games and win a Delphic fame. 

So, when the herald of the opening race, 

Bung in his ears the words that stir the blood, 

He went into the lists, and with him went 

The eager gaze of all that conntless ihrong. 

And in the doublé heats, where start and goal 

Are one, }ie bore the peerless prize away. — 

Never did brighter glorj spring from deeds. 

In every heat he bore away the palm ; 

Was heralded great Agamemnon's son, 

The son of him who crowned the brow of Greece 

With laarels gathered on the Trojan hills. 

But when a god uplifts his arm to strike. 

Nor best nor bravest can ontliye the stroke. 

So when the last day's rising san led oat 

The fleet-wheeled race, Orestes soaght the coarse. 

His rivals stood the highest on oar lists : — 

A hardy Spartan, an Achaean brave, 

A pair of swarthy Lybians, well eqaipped, 

A stardy champion, with Thessalian steeds, 

A brisk iBtolian driving chestnat mares, 

A brawney ^nian with a milk whitg span, 

A wily son of Athens, and a stoat 

Boeotian, a Magnesian, soaght the prize. 

The chosen marshals, as the lots were cast, 

Marked oat the stand of each and ranged the cars. 

Oat-rang the brazen bagle, and away 

Man, horse and chariot flew. The charloteers 

Shook loose the reins, and cheered their willing steeds ; 

Filling their ears with fondest epithets. 
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The hill-girt plain is flooded full with sound, 

And rings to din of hurtling hoof and wheel. 

Now straining hard, each plies his smacking whip, 

And strives to close npon the rival cars. 

Loud snort the steeds and from their nostrib wide, 

The deep fetched breathing, thickening into foam, 

Flecks horse and man, and car and whirling whcel. 

Orestes, driving on the inner track, 

Held back his team ; slacking the right hand rein 

And holding firm the left, he kept the while 

Steadily training in the nearer wheel, 

Until the nave jast grazed the barrier's edge. 

Thus, then, the speeding cars all raced upright, 

When suddenly the hard-monthed ^nian steeds, 

Scoming the bit, broke madly off just where 

The sixth heat cnrved and merged into the seventh. 

And on the Ljbian chariots dashed their fronts. 

One woe now wronght another. Car on car 

Crashed wildly, ruin pressed on ruin, till 

Crissaea's plain was strewn with shattcred wrecks. 

The cunning Attic driver, noting this, 

Checked in his steeds, wheeled off, dashed swiftlj past. 

And shunned the perilous mass of broken cars. 

Sc far Orestes drove the last of all, 

Trusting his steeds for victory at the close. 

Now, seeing but a single rival lefb, 

He sent a' whoop into his courser's ears ; 

Olosing the gap between the rival cars, 

He kept the teams still running neck and neck. 

Already every pillar of the course 
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Save one, were passed with upright wheels; bat here 
The hand of fate o'ertook him. Turning this, 
He slacked the left hand rein, and unawares 
Struck on the pUlar, shi vering hub and wheel. 
The hapless boy was hurled against the ground, 
Entangled in the meshes of his reins, 
And dragged a mangled corpse along the coursc. 
Up from the host arose a shuddcring cry. 
With royal pomp they built his funeral pyre — 
We bear his ashes to his father-land. 

Gly. This is a cruel price I pay for lifc. 
And yet tis well ! [ To Ekctra.] Tfay threats are ashes 
now. [To Tutor,\ Stranger, follow me. [They 
enter the palace,] 

Elect, You think, perhaps, 

This mother grieves becau^c her son is dead. 
Far otherwise — such news is joy to her. 
These tidings, lost Orestes, chili my soul, 
And kill its only friends, its lingering hopes — 
lts fondest hope, that you would come to me, 
The avenger of your father's wrongs and mine. 
Bereflb of father's care and your strong arm, 
Where shall I go ? From whom solicit aid ? 
With father's murderers I must live, a slave 
Among my bitter enemies. Has such a life, 
A charm to make me hug a galling chain? 
Their roof shall henoeforth never shelter mo, 
For here, before this gate, Fll cast myself, 
And if, perchance, I anger any one. 
Let my offence win death for me, I pray, 
For life is death ajud death is life to me. 



s. 
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Chor. The thunderbolts of Jove are aimless all, 
Or blindlj hurled, if here they strike no mark. 

EUct, If you excite vain hopes within my breast — 
Hopes that most die again with crueier pang — 
You spurn and trample on a fallen foe : 
For neither gods nor men avenge my wrongs. 

Chor. Unhappy child, yours is a grievous lot. 

Ekct. I know it, ah ! too well. The months, the 
years 
Sweep all their sorrows, all their griefs upon me. 

Chor. Cheer up. Have hope. 

■ 

Elect, Mock not my broken heart. 
There are no hopes — no kith, no kin to cheer. 

Chor, All die or soon or late. 

Elect, Ah ! such a death. 
To think him dragged beneath the crushing wheels, 
A mangled body in the tangled reins. 
His funeral pyre built in a foreign land. 
Without my tears to lave his gory brow, 
Without my hands to dress him for the tomb. 
O death — his death — the death of all my hopes ! 

[ErtJber Chrysothemis — hurried.^ 

Chry, In my great joy, my dear, I've come to ihee 
With haste that ill beoomes my maiden feet. 
The news I bring will charm away the woes 
That havo for years kept brooding on your soul. 

EUed, Yain words, no charm can cure my many 
griefs. 

Chry, Sure as I live, Orestes is at hand ! 
Aye, surely as I stand before you here ! 
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Elect. Alas, fond girl, you're mad I Your fancy 
plays 
üpon your weakness, sister. Else you mock me. 

Chry. I mock you not, I swear by all that's holy. 

Ulect. Who told this tale in which you trust so much ? 

(7Ar^. I know it from none other than myself. 

Elect, Teil me the grounds you rest your faith upon. 

Chry. Mark well my words, then grant my tale a 
truth: 
Just as I reached our father's ancient tomb, 
Fresh strcams of milk were trickling down the grave. 
The lofty mound of father's resting place 
Was crowned with wreaths of many-colored flowers. 
Deep wonder seized me as I gazed upon it — 
My eyes and ears were set to find the cause, 
But all about was hushed and vacant space. 
The tomb was strewn with locks of hair new shorn ; 
And as I sadly gazed, the well known hue 
Awaked my memory, for I looked upon 
The locks of him who is most dear to me. 
In gathering them, the tears gushed from my eyes. 
Nor was it boding fear, but very joy, 
That sent abroad these silent welcomers. 
The offering must have come from our Orcstes, 
For who could offer this save you or I. 
I have not done so, nor have you, I know. 
How could you, sister, who can scarcely leavo 
This house to pray , even at our holy shrines ? 
My mother never did so, all unseen. 
Orestes surely left them there himself. 
Is this not medicine for your moody thoughts ? 
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Bleet. Your drug I fear, was brewed in foUy's 
oaldron. 

Chry. See you no cause for joy in this glad news ? 

JElect. False news, alas ! Orestes is no more ! 
Hope not his hand will ever rescue us. 

Chry. Your words breed black despair. Whobrought 
this news ? 

Elect. One who was witness of his bloody death. 

Chry, Where is he ? Ah this strange bewildering 
change ! 

Ulect, Within the palace, mother's welcome guest. 

Chry. Whence came the offerings at our father's 
tomb? 

Elect. Some relies, doubtless, of Orestes, which 
A friendly hand hath placed there, mindful of him. 

Chry. 111 luck again. My joy was all illusion, — 
A fleeting glcam athwart this woeful gloom, 
Which yanishing, hath lefb the darkness blacker. 

Ekct. But prudent council yet may bring us light. 

Chry . Can council bring the dead out of their graves ? 

Elect. Nay ! listen to the part you have to play. 

Chry. What plot is this wherein my part is cast? 
I hope the victor wins a noble prize. 

Elect. A glorieus prize, but won with toil and risk. 

Chry. Well, all my strength of head and hand are 
yours. 

Elect. Full well you know how poor in firiends we 
are: 
We two alone remain to help each other. 
While our dear brother lived, my hopes too lived ; 
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I lookcd to see him herc at home at last, 

Taking meet vengeance on our father's foes. 

Bereft of hope in him, I turn to jou, 

Secure of finding sympathy, and help, 

In slajing him whose hand hath orphaned us 

Of ftither, riches, every hope of children ; — ' 

Our offspring would be vipers in his path. 

Learn from an elder sister's words, to reap 

The praiso of filial lovc, and valor's meed ; 

And thus do honor to our noble dead. 

Then will our hands be sought by noble men ; 

And all will praise us for our valor's sake. 

What blessings they will shower upon us both : 

'* Lo ! y onder stands that peerless pair of sisters, 

Who from assassins snatched their father's sceptre. 

Such noble courage claims respect and praise 

In all our public pomps and festivals." 

Thus crowned wtih honor, we'U be Queens indeed ; 

Our glory shall outlive us when we die. ^ 

Chry. What phantom hopes are beckoning you to 
ruin ! 
Bethink you, you're a woman, not a man ; 
In power a nothing to our mighty foes, 
To whom the partial fates are ever kind. 
Who goes unharmed that plots agaiilst j^gisthus ? 
Ah, should your rash discourses be o'crheard, 
Think of the torments ihat will come of it. 
To win a name, then die the headsman's death, 
Is folly trumpeüng its own disgrace. 
Beseech you then, refrain your restive wrath — 
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Make not a desert of our father's home. 

Nly, check the headlong rashness of your toi^ue. 

The words ahready spoken I will keep 

Erom other ears, that they may breed no harm. 

They wisely yield who lack the power to rul^. 

Chor, Take her advice. Man has no richer source 
Of profit, than a wise forecasting mind. 

Elect. This hand unaided, then, must do the deed. 
To plan but never act, befits a coward. 

Chry. At father^s death, acts might have borne yoa 

fruit. 
Elect, Even then the wish, but not the strength 

was mine. 
Chry, Your present strength is safer used in wish- 

ing. 
EUct, In this you hint unwiUingness to help me. 
Chry, The hand that helps the wicked, shares their 
guilt ;— 
And e vil dealers win an e vil dole. 

Elect, Proéence, not cowardice, win praise from 

me. 
Chry, Patience be mine, till you reverse your judg- 

ment. 
Elect. Your term of patiënt waiting will be long. 
Chry. Ah, time will teil, my sister, time will teil. 
Elect. Away! your heartless words are chilling 
me; — 
Your cowardice is leading me to shame. 

Chry. I &in would lead your mind to prudent 
thoughts. 
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Elect. I mast, forsooth, shape all my thoughts to 
yours ? 

Chry, Would you could do so till this madncss pass. 
When wisdom visits you, be guide again. 

Elect, «'Tis hard, that speakiDg well you speak so ill. 

Chry, There you have touched your weakest point 
exact. 

Chry. I leave you thus. My words are worthless 
now, 
Since all our thoughts run counter to each other. 

Elect. Look not to see me go iil quest of you ; 
Such shadow-chasing is the game of fools. 

Chry, May you be prudent, ere it is too late. 

[Exit Chrysoihemis.] 

Char, By heavenly Themis and the bolts of Jove, 
The scourge is ever near such guilt as this. 
Earth-piercing voice, bear down to the Atridae, 
This dirge of mine with all its freight of woes : — 
Now is their house the home of strife and shame ; 
The feudful sword hath severed every b#nd 
Of love and kindred faith. Deserted, scorned, , 
Electra weeps alone her father's death ; 
And, like the bird of never-ceasing plaint, 
That sings the night long through, she wails her woes. 
More daring maid dwelt never in these halls ; 
So true it is that fortune cannot tame 
A noble spirit, with her thousand ills. 
[To Electra,] Thou too, my child, thus battling 

through disgrace, 
Shalt win a doublé prize ; the famo that hails 
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Thee, noblest woman, and most loying daaghter. 
Oh, may thy day of victory and joy, 
Show thee as far the mistress of thy foes, 
As thou art now their menial and their slave ; 
Bowing submis&ive to the laws of right, 
Most holy in the sight of holy Jove. 

[Enter Orestes and Pylades, Servants hearing an 

Urn.] 

Orestes. The guides that sent us hither, were they 
right ? 

Chor, In quest of what ? 

Or, The Palace of the King. 

Chor. Your guides were Tight. 

Or, Who here will kiodly bear 
The news of our arrival to the palace ? 

Chor, Th^ next of kin will fitly bear your message, 

Or. Say certaiu men of Phocis come with news. 

ElecL Alas ! I hope you are not here to prove 
A rumor true, we faio would deern uutrue. 

Or. How rumor runs I know not — I am sent 
With tidiugs of Orestes. 

Elect Ah, what news ? 
This creeping fear comes closer to my heart I 

Or. Within that urn we bear his ashes home. 

Elect. Now hath my sorrow come quite home to me I 
Beseech you strangers, yield the vase to me ; 
My tears, long husbanded, shall bathe his dust, 
The while I sing bis dirge — my dirge — the dirge 
Of all our race ; for here in ashes ends 
The house of Pelops, Atreus' woeful line. 
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Or. "Pmj give the vase to her, for snoh requegt 
Must fall from friendlj or from kindred lips. 

Bleet. Hail monument of him who was my joy ! 
Hall relies of Orestes ! — Ah how ohanged, 
Sinoe, with high hopes, I sent thee from pur home. 
Thee, whom, a noble youth, I saved from death, 
I take unto my breast, a nothing now. 
Poor eziled brother, deaih hath smitten thee 
Away from home, far off in a foreign clime, 
Robbed of a loTing sister's gentle care, 
Whose hands were fittest to enshrpnd thy corpse, ^ 

And gather from the sacred fdneral pyre 
Thine hallowed ashes, and convey them home. 
Now strangers' hands have hither bome thy corse— ^ 
Small weight, in sooth — within this little urn. 
How vain was all my fostering care of thee, 
That once so linked us in a pleasing bond ! — 
To thine own mother thou wast not more dear ; 
My pastime was to cheer thy infant days, 
And narse thee with a fondest nurse's care. 
Thine earliest lispings sweetly formed my name. 
All, save the memory of this, is gone, — 
Feil death hath radely snatched thee from our hopesi 
And, like a driving whirlwind, it hath swept, 
Together with thee, all the worth of life. 
Father is dead, I'm dead to-day with thee ; 
Now let our foes in mookery laugh at us. 
Thy mother, too— oh name so vilely placed — 
Drinks in the longed*for tidings of thy death, 
With joyftil ears. Vain were my hopes, thy tows, 
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That thou woaldst oome, her fiercest Nemesus. 

Alas ! inezorable hte hath foUed 

Thy parpoaed vengeanoe, baffled all our plans. 

Ye cruel gods, 'tU ashes — ^helpless dost 

You send me ; not the strong arm of a brother I 

Ashes that sae for pitj, — sent through wajs 

That seeing, must have darkened into gloom. 

My life^ my friends, is darkening into death. — 

Üplift the vase's lid. Twin wrecks of grief, 

We well may dweil together in one urn. 

Dear brother, all life long I've shared thy woes, 

Thy hopes, thy joys, oh let me sharc thy^tomb ; — 

The dead, at least, are free from grief and pain. 

Or. What words oan fittingly express my thoughts ? 
Speech may mar all, and yet I oannot curb 
My tongue. In spite of prudence I must speak. 

Eïe(^. What sudden impulse sways your Ups, my 
friend? 

Or. Is this Electra, fairest Queen of Greece ? 

Ekct. The same, but in unseemly plight, I ween. 

Or. Ah, what a sight of wrong and wretchedness I 

Elect. Whence is it that you grieve at wrongs of 
mine? 

Or. Oh form of beauty, dimmed by foulest wrongs I 

Elect. Why, I beseech you, do you look on me 
With Buch a countenanoe and show of grief? 

Or. Half of my miseries were unknown to me ! 

Elect. Is it through me the other half is known ? 

Or. To look upon you thus hath taught me all. 

Ekct. To see me is to sec but half my woes. 
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Or, Can mortal bear a greater load and live ? 

EUi^, Nay I look on me, a dweller with my foes, 
Acoepting food from hands that slew my father, 
A sharer in the ahelter of their house, — 
Nay, noi a sharer bat their meanest slave. 

Or. What mortal dares perforce enslaye yoa thost 

EUdt, In name a mother, but in name alone. 

Or, Her instruments? what are they? scom and 
wrong ? 

EUdt, Harsh words, and blows, and every shape of 
insult. 

Or. Is th^^e no shield to guard you from this fïiry ? 
Elect, My sole defense you've brought to me in ashes. 

Or. Ah me ! alas ! I pity your hard lot. 

Elidt, Of all mankind you only pity me. 

Or, I only make your wrongs and evils mine. 

Elett, Tou're not, I ween, akin to me by blood ? 

Of. ril answer that, if all around be friends. 

EUiA. All friends, prooeed, you speak to trusty 
ears. 

Or, Give up these ashes then, and calmly listen. 

EUct, Nay, by the gods, I pray you, wrong me 
not, 
But leave me these remains. Ah, wretched me ! 
If robbed, Orestes, of thy very urn ! 

Or. Be calm and weep not — there's no cause for 
tears. 

EUdt. Have I no cause to moum my brother's 
death? 

Or, Laments like these, in truth, become you ill. 
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Elect. Perchance I am unworthy of the dead ? 

Or, Of none unworthy, but 'tis not your place. 

Bleet, If these are thy remains I bear, Orestes ! — 

Or. Wia relies only in a feigned story. 

Elect, Then where's the tomb of the unhappy boy ? 

Or. The living are not wont to dweil in tombs. 

Meet. Is he alive ? 

Or. As I am. 

Elect. Art thou he ? * 

Or, Here is my father's seal ; read there the truth. 

Elect. Oh dearest dayl sweet voice, thou'rtcome at 
last! 
'Tis thee I hold thus fondly in my arms I 

Or. So may'st thou have me ever near you, sister. 

Elect. Oh, dearest women, here's Orestes, living I 
His was a feigned death — he lives — ^he's here ! 

Chor. We see, my child, and at thy happy lot 
The tears of joy steal sweetly from our eyes. 

Elect. Dear brother! child of him I loved the 
best! 
Onoe lost, now foond — a treasure sought for long. 

Or. Great joy for both, yet bear thy joy in silence. 
'Tis better not be heard within the palace. ' 

Elect. No, by the ever virgin queen, Diana, 
ril never dread that worthless group of women 
That keep these palaces with Clytemnestra. 

Or. See how the blood of Mars rans even in 
women ! 
Silence is best, when words may mischief breed. 

EUet. Ah ! how can I be mate and look on thee ? 
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Or. You see in me one sent here by the gods. 

EUct, Thoa tellest now the crowning joj of all ; 
If mighty Jove hath sent thee to our halls, 
I take it one of Jove's most gracioas gifts. 

Or, I do not wish to check thy joy, yet fear 
Thou'lt be o'ermastered by ill-timed ezcess. 

EUct» Oh do not, after rescuing me from grief, 
Rob me so soon of the sweet gifts thou gavest. 
Pardon me, brother. — Oh, my friends ! the voice 
I hardly hoped for, soothes my ears at last. 

Or. Let us have done with this excess of speech ; 
No need to teil how vile our mother is, 
Or how ^glsthos drains our father's wealth — 
Thy tale would only mar my present plans ; 
Teil me how best, the where and how, to meet 
Our scornful foes and make an end of them. 
Let not thy mother find thee thus in joy 
As we go in. — Put feigned sorrow on, — 
Assured victory makes rejoicings safe. 

Elect. Thy wilFs my pleasure, brother, — ^thoa hast 
heard 
^gisthus is not home, but mother is ; 
Fear not that she shall ever see my face 
Lit up with smiles of joy while she is near. 
A deathless hate hath thrust its poisoned roots 
Deep, deep into my heart, and rankled there ; 
And now that I have seen thy face once more, 
m never cease from weeping tears of joy. 

Chor, fiosh I footfalls strike my ear. 
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JElect. Of those diat bring 
What none may gladly take nor safely sporn. 

[Enter TtUor.] 

Tidor. You silly tliings I — Has life lost all its 
worth? 
Where are the senses you were born withal ? 
Now are you hanging on the very verge 
Of danger — nay, ingulfed in it, and yet 
You heed it not. — Had I not patiently 
Ooarded the gates, your plans were all fbrestalled. 
Away, then, with these lengthened coUoquies — 
This overweening, clamorous delight ; 
Delay is fatal here. In to your work ! 

Or. How did my mother take your news ? 

Tutor. With joy, 

Such as a father shows at his son's birth. 

Elect. Pray, who is this, my brother? 

Or. Knowest thon not 

The friend thou madest the gaardian of my youth ? 

♦ 

Elect, Is this the friend, who, at our father's fall, 
Alone among the &ithless, faithfiil stood ? 

Or. 'Tis he. 

Elect. All' hail, sole saviour of onr house ! 
Welcome the hands that rescued us from death, — 
Welcome the feet that lent such timely aid. 
Why didst thou keep thyself so long unknown ? 
Why grievous news when thou hadst news of joy ? 
Hail, foster father ! — now our only father I 
Ah, why didst thou breed hatred in my breast 
Where love should be, where love shall ever be. • 



/ 
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IhUor. Kind lady, pardon me ; and for tho cansei 
Full many a peaceful day and night shall come, 
With 'leisure to unravel all ttis web. 
[To Orestes] The harvest of thy hopes is rioh and 

ripe ; — 
There's not a man within to mar thy plans. 
Then, to thy work I Each instant of delay 
Doubles the chances of thy deadly foes. 

Or. Enough I lead on — ^no need of fdrther speech. 
Now, Pylades, the fearful crisis nears. 
[Ib Electra] Salute the shrines of our patemalgods, 
Who dweil, our guardians, in this royal porch. 

[Orestes and Pylades, led hy Tator, enter the Palace.] 

Elect. Hail, King Apollo ! kindly hear my prayer, 
My votive wreaths have often graced thy shrine. 
And now, Lycaean god, with all that's mine 
I gift thee suppliant, earncstly beseech 
That thy good will may prosper our designs 
And show to mortal s how, with wages meet, 
The gods repay all doers of the wrong. 

[Eledra to the Chorus.] 
My dearest friends, this work will soon be done. 
Await us here in silence. 

Chor. Howl whatwork? 

[Blectra, pausing^ and with sdemn emphasis.] 
Elect. While one prepares libations for the tomb, 
A twain are standing by with whetted blades. 

[Eltctra retiresfor a moment into the Falace, then 

retums.] 
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ChoT, Wby bast thou hurried forth so soon ? 

Elect, To watch the tyrant, lest he take us una- 
wares. 

Clytemnestra. [Wühin.] Ho! Help! These arm- 
ed strangers bode no good ! — 
Oh house bereft of friends, to foes a prey ! 

Elect. Ha ! Listen ! — listen to these fearfol shrieks ! 

Chor, Alas, I hear what none oan will to bear : — 
This fearfal shrieking freezes up my blood. 

Cly. My son, thy mother sues thee thus for pity ! 

Meet, Sach pity as tb()a hadst for son and sire. 

Chor. The ever biding curses of this race 
Do blast and wither every germ of it. 

Clj/' O gods ! Pm Btrickcn — murdered by a son ! 

Elect. Strike home ! strike home ! 

Cly. Ah, woe is me! 

Elect. Woe to ^gisthus, too. 

Chor. Now, they who slept 

In blood-stained graves, are living here in deeds, 
The life-blood draining of their murderers. 
Lo I reeking from the sacrifice, they come ! 

[Enter O testes and Pylades.] 
Speech fisiils me here.' 

Elect. Orestes, how within ? 

Or. All well within, if Phoebus augured well. 

\JEgisthus is seen aj)proaching.] 

That haughty will shall never thwart thee more. 

Chor. Beware, jnj friends, ^gisthus oomes, be-- 

ware ! 



\ 42 THE EI«ECTBA 

Chor, to Or, Qaiok to thy post ! and bravely crown 

thy work. 
Or. Courage, my friends, for justice ever thrives. 

[Orestes and Pylades again retire into the Palace.] 

Chor, 'Twcre well to whisper something to the Kiog, 
To triok bis ear, and make him rush amain 
Into the direful meshes of revenge. 

jEgizthus, Pray, teil me where these Pbocian 
strangers are, 
That bring us tidingp how Orestes lost 
His life amid a wreek of shattered cars. 
[To Ulectra.] Of thee I ask, Tfaith, erewhile so bold 
And insoleot. — Speak now. Thou hast it best 
At heart, I think, and well can teil the tale. 

Elect. Ëlse were I strangely heedless of a thing, 
The nearest in the world to me and mine. 

.^is, Where are our guests, then ? Answer quick- 

ly. girl. 
Elect, TheyVe found a friendly hostess in thy halls. 
uiEgis, And bring they certain tidings of Örestes ? 
Elect, Nay, safer far, they bring himself to thee. 
JSgis, We too can look upon the corpse, I ween ? 
Elect, Thou canst, and sce a most imlooked for 

sight. 
.^is, Thy words are sweetest music to my ears ; 
'Twere well if thou hadst ever spoken thus. 

Ehct. Such joy be thine as words of mine may give. 
JSgis, [To the servants.] Throw open wide the 

palace doors, so that, 
If any heretofore have rashly lodged 
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Their traitor hopes in our most deadly foe, 
They may in presence of his ashes learn 
To bear our yoke with docile neck, and win 
Forgiveness for the past bj loyal dceds. 

[^gisthus advances tcrvcards the palace, ^ 
JElecL My part is done. I'ye won a doublé prize ; 
I've pleased my master and have gained my end. 

[The/olding doors of the palace open, In a large hall 
a shroudfd corpse reposes on a hier, Besïde it 
stand Orestes and Pylades.] 

JSgis, Great Jove, I thank thee for this pleafiing 
sight. 
May all the gods be kind. — If Nemesis 
Wait on this corpse, be all my words unsaid ! 
Lift up the shroud, that I may see his face ; 
A kinsman needs must shed a pitying tear. 

Or. 'Tis thine to lift it — thine the kindred hand. 

jEgis, True! true, my fricnd ! [To the servants,] 
Call Clytemnestra here. 

Or, No need to seek her, she is close at hand. 
[jEgisthus advances to the hier, fdds down the edge of 
thepaU, and discovers his wife dead.] 

jEgis, [Starting hack.] How now! What's this 
I see ? O woe ! O woe ! 

Or, Why start in palid fright? Is it not thy wife? 

JSgis. Alas ! who wrought this cruel woe for me ? 

Or. What ! has no light yet dawned upon thy mind ? 
Thon speakest to the living not the dead, 

jEgis. Ha ! I see it all — how blind ! how blind ! 

Or, So good a prophet and so poor a seer ! 
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Mgis, Yield me one moment*s space fbr qolet 

thougbt. 
Elect. Brother, in heaven's name, no yielding now ! 
Since he must die, a paltrj gift of time 
Were hardly gain to him, sure loss to ns. 
Despatch him, rid us of liis hatefal presence, 
Cast fbrth bis carcass coffinless, to be 
Entombed in tbe maws of dogs and birds ; 
A poor revenge for all our royal wrongs ! 

Or, to JSgis, Come, get tbee to tbe palace, — in 
witb thee — 
The fitrife is one of life and deatb, not words. 

JSgis. Wby tbrust me tbas indoors ? If fiur tbe 
deed, 
Wbat need of tbe foul cloak of darkness for it ? 

Or. Wbere tbou bast slain m j fatber, tbere tbou'lt 

die! 
JSgis, Ab, mnst tbis roof see kindred bloodsbed 

ever? 
Or. [Pwihing Mm tn.] It must see tbine. — ^In 
witb tbee — in ! 
Tbj blood will purge it of tb j many crimes. 

Chor. May justice ever, witb vindictive scourge, 
Tbus follow in tbe tracé of evil deeds. 

[Eoceunt CJutrus and Electra.] 

J^As IhefMing docrs dose slotdy, OresUs is seen crossing 
the stage toith a blood-siained sword. As he pcLsses the 
hier of his moiher^ if^ Furies rise and pur^v/e hiffi off ih^ 
ftage.] Ti f^t^'^^ " ' ^ TtxUiL^^iU O-^ ^ Ti^^ ^^ ] 
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